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"Wasn't it exhilarating?" Bard sighed dramatically, making flowery hand gestures as he and Øystein walked 
through the cluster of spruces. 


Øystein hugged the bomber jacket Bard lent him closer, mumbling a small "I suppose." and looking up at the 
night sky. 


After many weeks of begging and promising him how much ‘fun’ it'll be, Øystein finally agreed to tag along next 
time Bard and his buddies had the inkling to burn down a church. It was Homelkollen and Øystein was quickly 
starting to wonder what all of this anger was for. He thought it was interesting at first but at the end of the 
day.. it was just a bundle of twigs, it wasn't like any careless fucker couldn't accidentally light it ablaze. 


"Aw come on, didn't you have fun?" Bard pouted, his skin lit with colour. Øystein could still smell the burning 
wood off of Bard's clothing and jacket. 


He shrugged, unsure of what to say. The older Øystein became the less he wanted to hang out with the likes 
of guys like Varg or Tomas. He wasn't sure quite why he still wanted to hang around Bard either but one look 
at Bard told him that maybe he was.. different. Special. Bard was special 


"You're all so much younger than me, you forget I'm turning twenty-five soon, Bard." he reasoned softly, 


crunching up a tree branch as they wandered across the forest. 


"So we're too young for you?" Asked Bard, smirking as he nudged his shoulder. They could still see flashes of 
smoke in the night as Øystein sighed, 


"Too immature, more like. Christ, who yells ‘| am the son of Odin! like that? Has Varg ever heard of being 
subtle? Fuck." 


"Varg and subtlety are antonyms and you know that" Bard chuckled, shifting closer to Øystein as he continued 


to vent, 
"Yeah but.| don't want you to get in hot water with the cops. You're too young for jail Bard, you're just a 
fucking kid. You don't know what you're really doing.. what you're really in for if you get caught." Not that 


Øystein knew either. Some prince of hell he was, he's never been arrested or anything. 


‘I've already ruined my life with Lillehammer, and l'm not a kid Øystein, I'm almost twenty." Bard snorted, 


stretching towards the sky. 
"You should be laying low after Lillehammer, not going off and committing even more crimes" Bystein frowned, 
picking up his pace. The authorties could get wind of this any minute now and if they found him and Bard out 


here, smelling like smoke, there would be hell to pay. 


Its fun though~" Bard argued lightly, drumming his fingers against Bystein's shoulders as he shook his head 


"You just proved my point for me." 
With a loud harrumph from Bard, Øystein found himself driven up against the base of a birch tree. 


"What are you doing?" He asked as Bard kept him pinned, hair falling over his face. He was smirking, madly at 
that. He looked like such a lunatic. 


‘lm not a kid anymore, Øystein" He said sweetly "I've had sex and everything." 
"| figured" Øystein shrugged, not fighting against him, even when he pinned his wrists over his head for that 
added dramatic flair. Bard's lack of virginity wasn't exactly a surprise. Most of the men hanging around the 


shop were promiscuous anyway. 


"I've killed a man too, remember?" And Bard tilted his head, his brown eyes wide, pupils dilating as Øystein 


swallowed hard. 

"As if | could forget” It took Øystein everything within him that day to force out the words "Don't do anything, 
don't go to the cops. Lay low and you should be fine". All because the idea of losing Bard was almost as 
terrifying as the reality that he had been capable of snuffing a life out for nothing 


Bard hummed, looking down at him mirthfully. Øystein felt himself shrink, it was a tough pill to swallow. Just 
how much the world around him had changed and the people around him too. How was it '%3 and not '81°?? 


He still remembered how Bard's hair was greasy and only chin length, how he'd sneak over to their cabin 


whenever his parents fought. 


"That guy never stops talking.." Per once said to him, albeit not without a share of affection, "| dont really 
know how to help him with algebra, acne or talking to that girl he likes." 


"Just ignore him" Øystein offered, filling out one of Bard's questionnaires. "He'll fuck off eventually.’ 
He never did though and at some point, Øystein just stopped wishing he would. 


"Why are you staring at me like that?" Whispered Bystein. He closed his eyes as Bard gentle traced out the 


lines forming along his forehead. 
"You're aging early--" Murmurred Bard. 


"--its a stressful job, I'm burnt out, Bard" Øystein was frankly not in the mood to discuss anything along the 


lines of his hairline or his wrinkles.. 


Their foreheads hit together and the noise that slipped past Bard's lips sounded like it came from somewhere 
deep within his throat. 


‘Mmm.how do you see me? What am | to you, Dystein? Am | just a friend or am | something more to you" 


Øystein felt his heart try and leap out of his throat before he swallowed it back down. He hated how Bard took 
up a habit in speaking in code, it was an annoying constant in his myriad of personalities. Composing himself, 


Øystein said: 

"You're like a little brother to me." Wasn't he? 

"But what if | don't want to be your little brother?" Bard asked. Øystein could've sworn he shifted closer but 
he wasn't about to start counting the centimetres. They were on borrowed time, any minute rangers could 


stop them and they'd be facing a decade in jail. Bard maybe more.. 


"What do you want to be then?" Øystein asked exasperatedly. 


"l'Il be anything you want me to be" Replied Bard. What a total fucking non-answer! 
“That's what | want you to be." he said, attempting to free himself. Bard slammed him harder, drawing out a 
slight whine as his wrists scratched against the birch. When did he become so tall? The way Bard held him 


forced Dystein's back into an uncomfortable arch. 


‘Christ, Bard..are you okay?" Øystein mumbled, avoiding his gaze and then squeezing his eyes shut when he 


couldn't. 


"Never been better." He felt Bard's lips cover his; softly moving, almost pleading for a response. Øysteins mind 
tried to work through the haze but it was too foreign, too alien. 


"C'monkiss back, it feels right. You know it does" Bard whispered. Øystein could smell the burning rubber and 
cologne off of his skin It was disjointed. Sighing, Bard pressed more kisses into his lips until Øystein finally 


melted against him. He wrenched his hands away and laid them onto Bards jaw. 


He hesitated before letting Bard slip his tongue in. He almost felt uncomfortably vulnerable like this. This was 


Bard, who he's known for years, who's recently been just a little out of control. 
"Got your thrill?" Øystein asked quietly when they finally broke apart. 


Bard was panting, so much more affected than Øystein was due to his clear inexperience. His cheeks were a 


bright red as he unglued himself from Øystein, 
"God yes. tell me you didn't enjoy that." 
"| did." he shrugged indifferently, "But unfortunately something's never change." 


Øystein reached up on the tips of his toes to ruffle Bard's hair, laughing and kissing his cheek at his expression 


before walking away from the direction of the smoke.. 


The End 


